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at such a spectacle in the middle of a serai, beneath the
shade of magnificent trees, and with the natural get-up of
the attendants. It would all have been worth far more
than the boards of a narrow theatre, with its scenery of
painted canvas, and its imitation trees.
I spoke my thoughts to my companions, who, while
sharing my desire, did not think it would be realized.
"The Rajah of Guzarate,'1 said Banks, is an independent
man, who was with difficulty induced to submit, after the
sepoy revolt, during which his conduct was at least sus-
picious. He does not at all like the English, and his son
is not likely to make himself agreeable."
" Well, well, we can do without his nautchs," responded
Captain Hood, shrugging his shoulders disdainfully.
Bank's idea was probably correct, for we were not even
admitted to the interior of the serai. Perhaps Prince Gourou
Singh expected an official visit from the colonel; but as Sir
Edward Munro had nothing to ask from this personage, he
expected nothing, and did not trouble himself.
We now all returned to our own camp, where we did
justice to the excellent dinner Monsieur Parazard served up.
Preserved meats now formed the staple of our food. For
severaidays the bad weather had prevented our hunting;
but our cook was a clever man, and under his knowing
hands, preserved vegetables and meat resumed all their
natural flavour and freshness,